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ping to listen to any of the speakers. There seemed to
be the usual meetings in progress: some orators roar-
ing out their approval of God, others noisily assigning
limits to His prestige and power, and others again
loudly denying His existence; the philosophers, the
saints and the angels were all being butchered by
someone to make an artisan's holiday; and any idler
present had the choice of some five or six entirely
different universes. I was just turning away when I
caught sight of the three men and the woman, the
prophets, standing in a little empty space between two
great knots of people. One was speaking and the other
three were supporting him, and apparently they had
no audience at all. Something about them, perhaps
their pathetic isolation, rather attracted me, and I
moved forward; but as I knew that if I planted myself
boldly in front of them, all their eloquence would be
directly addressed to me, I merely walked forward to
the outskirts of the adjoining crowd and drew as near
to my four as I could without appearing to listen to
them.

This was sheer cowardice on my part and I suffered
for it (as one always does), for I could not hear a
word they said. On one side there was a noisy political
meeting and a great deal of heckling and shouting and
booing, and on the other, where I was standing, every-
body was singing a very objectionable hymn under the
leadership of a perspiring Salvation Army official. I
had to content myself with watching my little group,
apparently ignored by everybody else and at once